




Sodom and other center* of craft and 
culture. 

Brian pulled hie green velvet hat 


A email girl wearing a red hat en- 
tered Snell's Pompeian Ice Cream 
Parlors across the way. 


against her fence, so she can't get O 
In or out. In mending our mains am 


ou childhood!" Brian seised six. 
smacked ecstatically. 


Martin, who was drlvin’ a sprinklin' cart her gloves. 

—more shame to th' wether! — fell from "Say — goln' home now?" 

th' seat an' expired In his alcohol." "Tea Grandpa's waiting for me." 

Mrs. Casey gazed at the pretty child “Greatl Let me take y“ out In my 

In the advertising placard. Tears again auto.” 

filled her eyea "Tour autof Her look was cynl- 

"What sign had I done, that th' caL 
blissed Virgin slnt no child to me "Hired. Come on. I got te look 
bosom?” she cried. up a certain party at Ocean terrace. 


his Pipe. Ivard, you think you can stick 'em 

“Th* board o' penthouses, ye mean! like a porous plaster. Tou're spollln' 
I know who's back o' this Job — a public park by your graft — but I 
Ketchum an' Sellers, bad cess to ther ain't goln' to let you do that. Before 
black sowls!” the week's up I'll make you give that 

Her red forefinger pointed to a gilt property to the city for what It's 
sign on the tenth floor of the In- worth.” 

■ojub'*- "What I do with my property Is 


smoke a day and I told him BO and »» _ I l- _ nr... 

he says It ain't none of my business tteware Ifte Indian 1 U1 
but If I was you I would quit before if you are waging through 
I got the habit. with a country cousin and he 

So at this time we had a Dr. write- up a p i anl which he calls an 1 
In* b “'. ,h “’‘t 101 ** fo ^ ,h ® P»Per and . turnip and asks you to taste It. 


raised In small towns begins their 
career of crime with a pipe load of 
corn silk, but 1 started right In at 
the top with my father's cigars which 
on acct. of him havelng a whole box 


and defended the sacred flame with a 
shovel held bayonet fashion. Mrs. 
Casey gripped him by the hair, the 
workman rapped her knuckles with 
the handle of the shovel, and the 
crowd laughed. 

Brian Boru Blaney, a brlght-hued 


locked the door on the Inside. 
* * * * 


THE SUNDAY STAR, WASHINGTON, D. C., 'AUGUST 21, 1921-PART 4. 


Two Skyscrapers and Mrs. Casey 


able." he suggested. ‘Til be around 
In an hour with a runabout built for 
two.” 

"A beau at ray age!" exclaimed 
Mrs. Caeey. , 

Prompt to the minute. Brian drove 


digging a trench to bury the litter 

In the yard. 

The doctor administered an opiate 
to the mother and left her sleeping. 
Two visitors, assisted by the small 


his hired car up to the gate. Mrs. 

U . ' * Casey had attired herself in an al- 
ii ^ . I • J paca dress of other, slimmer days. 

, . , I The sleeves clung sausage-tight to 

| her fat arms, and a complicated series 

In Which the Little Booster Works His Reel Estate Deals | nke™f e ^n e r^ d s,a 1 J^a,^^rou r nd Bk thl 

« e. wjr .« f_ ■ Tower of Babel. 

Dy otftinge IVletnOCiS. "I ain't In style." she announced. 

! timidly straightening her tiny plush 

- - * . — hat, which perked up at the corners 

• in the manner of a Chinese pagoda. 

"Cheer up! Tou will be next year!" 

___ ... her guardian reassured her. 

BY WALLACE IRWIN. S° th ®y were off With a honk. Mrs. 

j Casey in a palsy of nervousness, and 

I Illustrated By No naaa Aathagy. •' Brian never looking up as they drove 

— . ‘ down the main street of San Bruno. 

' 1 - * T' " i ■ j m 3 B ' '- 1 i .1 ■ ■»> is . '.x — .'SJJS S i ..-a. mu - 1 1 r Their passing constituted a serious 

H AD Leonidas' advertised for a was still at hla window on the tenth ion, whlssed less than six Inches muttered. "But wsn thing I know, clerks Vn the wfndowa^of "various 

lady helper to assiBt In de- floor when the Little Booster came In. from his right ear. A flying teakettle White coward that he la he'll nlver offices exclaimed' "Mrs Casey"' In 

fending the pass at Ther- Ketchum, who was a fattlsh man wltl; smote him In the elbow, and Brian dare show his mushroom face at me dread unison. C.' Pitman' Pike, stand- 

, , . ... the general appearance of an old. halted th* advance long enough to door to claim th' half av hi* property i DK un der the gold sign bearing hla 

mopylae against any number fashioned tragedian, looked up at nurse his wounds and conaldeT- the from th' Wlddy Caaey." name dropned hi, cigar and forgot 

of invading Persians, hs could not Brian's entrance and scowled. The advisability of carrying the dqor by "80 that's why you won't sell! Tou're t0 pick It up. And in the office of 

have done better than to have two had not spoken since the day assault, when hostilities suddenly holdln on to spite Oscar.” th . Sunland Improvement Company. 

, h „ UB Mr . M . rv Casev Also she - waff 8 abrupt discharge ceased, and Mr*. Casey, her great "Ask me nawthln'!” She made a sud- C. B. Brinkhaus, president, rushed to 

chosen Mrs. Mary Caaey. Al *°' , . 8 a y °oi nK up ,n that arma ak,mbo at her br °ad walat. <jen dash at a smudge of smoke that the telephone and shrieked to his 

would have been useful for holding for. asked the Big Booster savage- stood before him. came trickling through the chinks In the Junior partner: "Blaney's running off 

4 bridges with Horatius; for it was she L y ' po , v n * to . tbe blackened Scrap "Ye Vud be cornin' afther— • ahe oven door. “And now I've burnt me with Mrs. Casey. For gosh sake——” 

.•h„ fc v her single-handed Drowess ln , nt °, r £*?® collage below. began. Then her expression suddenly cookies to a heathen sacrifice while gab- Then he dropped the receiver, dumb 

who, by her slngle-nanuea prowess. "A couple o' hired gunmen were cleared. "Head o' Saint Dlnnls!” she bln' here for th' good av nayther av us!" with the thought that the precious 

held a gap between two tall buildings tryln to smoke the old lady out of cried. "If I ain't been tryln' to kill she snorted. “Ogwan wld yes befoor 1 widow had already disappeared ln a 

against the strongest army of real- her home, and I did the Doug Fair- the only gintleman In 8an Bruno!" heap th' cinders on yer red head!” cloud of dust wearing toward the 

estate sneculators aver assembled ln ba ,U£J act ' Bald Brian - ' . "Mra Caaey," Brian began, stand- "If you sold your l%ts you could declining sun. 

estate specuia r . Those gunmen were hired by me." Ing within easy dodging distance of hire a cook to cook your cookies.” To avoid publicity, Brian purpose- 


boy, performed the labors of Her- 
cules ln making the place habitable. 


In Which the Little Booster Works His Real Estate Deals 
by Strange Methods. 


BY WALLACE IRWIN. 

Illutrateg By Nemaa Aathagy. 


cutes ln making the place habitable. 
Brian held the baby ln various atti- 
tudes, while Mrs. Casey washed 
clothes and the boy turned the 
wringer. Then Mrs. Casey would 
anatcb the baby from Imminent death 
and set Brian to sweeping, repairing 
holes in the tent and splicing the 
clothes-line. Mrs. Casey, feeding the 
baby from a bottle, lavished upon It 
a thousand endearing terms ln a 
voice no mortal had ever heard her 
use before. 

"Gee! you can talk the language.” 
said Brian admiringly. 

"Th' pity av It!” sighed Mrs. Casey. 
"Her a-layln’ there starvin' In th' 
midst av threasures!” 

'Them that has ain't got," he 
philosophized. 

"If 1 was rich, what a home I could 
give these chllder an' ther ma!” She 


E reseed the baby savagely against 
er shoulder. 

"You'd be richer 'n Hetty If you 
sold your lota," Brian hinted. 

"Yes. An' If 1 cut off me feet I 
could walk on roe hands.” she sniffed. 
Then, as the child began to double 
Its flats and pucker Its noss: "Hbosh, 
darllnt chunk av moonbeam! Johnny, 
there's a good boy. run an' put an- 
other bit av wood In th' shtove!" 

They had Hupper on a box under 
the pepper trees. The doctor's medi- 
cine came from the village, and. as 
the moon rose over the sage, the In- 
valid awoke long enough to take a 
little broth. 

"He was good to me!” she babbled 
aa she fell asleep. 

"Sh peakin' av 'er husband!" said 
Mrs. Casey, tears on her black lashes. 

Brian took a list of household ne- 
cessities required In town; then he 
went over to his car and lit the head- 
lights* When he returned to the tent 
he saw Mrs. Casey's massive form 
crouching on a block of wood In the 
door. One hand rested protectingly 
on the cracker-box where the baby 
had been put to sleep. The little girl 
also slept, her blond, rather homely 
little fare resting against the Irish- 
woman's knee. The boy was arguing 
the subject of bicycles, man fashion. 
"Johnny, see how fast you can run 


•state speculators aver assembled ln 


, . I . - V, MIC, Ilia W.VII 1 H '--J UID, at.va ,1 uu- » v v u (V |UUI uauakiaa, ,u uuuuguj, onan uuryuBO- 

the olty of Ban Bruno, state of Call- . snapped C. W. Ketchum. "Keep your a tree trunk, yet removing his hat said Brian blandly at the door. ly took hla course through bumpy 

fornia. No name ln the directory was | hands off. They're my gunmen — see? with considerable grace, T value 1 “A mother's ehpankln' wud av and Illusive by-patbs. 


more hated of land brokers than was 
hers, no ground mors coveted than 
the lOOxlSO-foot plot on which her 
tiny, shabby cottage crouched stub- 
bornly between those lofty commer- 
cial towers which, like fabled giants, 
had suddenly risen out of nothing to 
overcome her. On the right It was the 
new Insoluble Trust building, on the 
left the sky-aspiring department 
store of Nathan Koaew asser. 

Theae buildings were the commer- 
cial pride of booming San Bruno; and 
that Mra Casey's lot was wanted as 
the site of a still more imposing 
structure was a secret so open that It 
was shouted daily over every other 
telephone ln town. Yet Mra Caaey 
continued to raise chickens on her 
priceless holdings — two dosen scrawny 


over to the car and find my glovea” 
said Brian. Then, when he was out 
of hearing. "Mre. Casey," he whls ; 
pered, “do you know why you're 
here?" 

“Ter ear-r-r busted down an’ ” 

"It busted accidentally on pur- 
pose." he confessed. "I've got you 
on this Job because It's your last call 
to the kindergarten. Do you want 
to help these kids or don't you?” 

"Mary Mother knows how I want 
to!" 

"Mary Mother wants you to have 
'em, Mrs. Casey. But you're a blind 
and stubborn woman — now don't 
blow up till I finish my spiel. To 
spite the memory of Oscar Hansen 
you're making yourself and every one 
else miserable. If you did the right 
thing by these purps you could send 
that boy to college: you could buy 
those two babies silk petticoats, give 
their mother a home with all the re- 
finements from Paris to pianola. But 
no! Tou prefer to raise hene.” 

"What can I dor - she asked hum- 
bly, lifting the sleeping girl. 

***** • 


•pRIAN promptly unfolded a type- 
written paper before her eyes. 


written paper before her eyes. 

'/T his Is an option on your proper- 
ty, sale price two hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars. Sign here, please 
Tonight I can offer it to any one of 
twenty dealers. 

"Will they take it?" 

"Will a cat steal fish?" Brian shook 
out a fountain pen. 

"For me babies!" whispered Mrs. 
CRsey, as she knelt under the candle 
light and affixed her scraggly signa- 
ture. 

She was silent like the southern 
stare as, still carrying the sleeping 
child, she followed Brian out to the 
«ar He took his place at the wheel. 

"Be th' way. what's th' name o' 
that sick woman ln there?" she asked 
In a low tone. 

"She's the widow of Oscar Hansen." 
said Brian distinctly. 

"God's will!" whispered Mrs. Caaey 
«i she turned away. The little girl, 
half waking, threw her arms around 
the big woman's neck. 

Lights glimmered from bedroom 
windows in a prosperous residence 


district of San Bruno aa Brian stopped 
his car in front of a white stucco 
villa and rang at the oaken door. 

"Who's there?" The voice of C. W. 
Ketchum grated from above. 

"IS. IS. Blaney's my name and every 
B in It stands for Business," the vole* 
from below bubbled. 

"Can't your business wait till to- 
morrow?" 

"Sure. It can wait till Alton Park- 
er's elected. You're the one that’s 
got to get a move on." Brian started 
to stroll away. 

"Hey! I'll be down!" 

The Big Booster himself opened the 
door. He wore pink pongee pajamas. 
1 "What's the fool proposition now?" 
He rubbed his eyes. 

“A ten-day option on Mrs. Casey's 
property at two hundred and fifty 
| thou’," announced Brian in a small 
I tired voice. 

"What!" Ketchum'a hands clutched 
; imaginary values. "Sell It to me!" 

I "It’s got strings on It. ol' man. You 
I know what I told you the other day 
— I’d smoke you out of your property 
I before you smoked the widow out o’ 
hers. Well, here comes the tar-boll- 
er!" 

j "What do you mean?" 

“I'll sell you this option dirt cheap, 
1 provided you're a good boy and do 
what I say. I want you to sit down 
and write a letter to the Park Board, 
offering that park strip for six thou- 
sand dollars." 

"It's an outrage!" said Ketchum. 
| "Sure It Is. The strip's only worth 
j three." 

Ketehum went to a desk and wrote 
| the letter to the board. 

•'I'll take It with me,” said Brian, 
reaching for the letter. "The board 
meets tomorrow at ten. "I'll get Rob- 
bins to rush It through, and when 
the bill of sale Is In my hands, I get 
my commission — five thousand dol- 
lars." 

"You might trust me a little." said 

I the Hig Booster. 

“I might," agreed the Little Boost- 
er putting the letter safely away. 

Ar.d next day, after the deal was 
closed for all parties, Ketchum 
handed Brian Ills commission, and 
laughed in rare good humor. 

"You might have asked five times 
1 hat amount." 

"1 know," rippled the optimist, "but 
I got my money's worth." 


Plymouth Rocks, whose daily egg- 
songs vied with th* click of type- 
writers In the offices on either eld*. 
Every little while some undiscouraged 
agent would enter her domain pre- 
pared to offer her aa high aa a quarter 
of a million dollars for her place; 
and, like the hero In the ballad, said 


SOME CIGARS WOULD 
CURE ANY SMOKER 


you wouldn't have time to smoke 
more than eight or nine of them per 
day. Whereas two nr four pills b-— 
fore breakfast ain't nothing you 
might say and between then and bed 
time you can easy get away with 
forty or fifty and when you go to 
lied you don't no sooner get to sleep 


• crossing Central Square that morning. ^ uRLhAi! *£ /.- - ( 

because he wore a suit that rivaled l| r ' 

the bluejay In Its vivid coloring. In »>• . 

his pocket he caressed hie last hun- ■ ■ ■ - - • - - , ■ 

•dred dollars, the rest of hla profits 

on the Healthy View sale having WHEN BRIAN RETURNED WITH A DOCTOR FROM THE VILLAGE, HE BEHELD A STRANGE SIGHT, 

faded Into Utopia Addition. He was - - — , — ■ ■ ■ - 

stl'n^t u*rge<? r hlm ^ask an uncertain — not yours. That Caaey woman Is your appreciation!" Ho picked up saved yer manners," she sniffed, as 'Th' Inside av me Is churned en- 
question of a certain girl. Then he driving me to distraction. I offer her the mop and handed It to her. ahe dumped a pan of blaekened tlrely," moaned Mrs. Casey, holding 

fingered the sparse currency between two hundred thousand for the piece— "Ye're Irish, God bless ye!" said cookies out of the window. on. 

'■hla thumb and forefinger, and pon- what does she say?" Mrs. Caaey. accepting the weapon. Brian dashed down D street and "It gives you that wealthy feeling, 

■lered the fallacy of matrimony with- Ketchum arose and pressed his nose "My name la Brlsn Boru Blaney," bolted up the courthouse steps and replied her escort at the wheel, 
out Patrimony almost against Brian's. said he. "The greenest blood of Ire- Into the hall of records, where the "There do be some pleasures In 

"Somp'n hurtlin’." said Brian, sniff- "What does she say?" he repeated. land flows through my veins. My archives of every deed and misdeed poverty." she philosophised. 


Intimate Details of the Life of An Author 
Who Got a Strangle Hold on 
Lady Nicotine. 


than you wake up and they won't 
a f nothing put you back to sleep but 

ie Life of An Author h l, r dw.ded ,, !J,» l t^„ t ?y.^u“hffS 

of twenty minutes each, which you 
| U 11 _ sleep one shift and smoke one shift 

inp- e no a on and v,r - versa. 

A AVIVA vii go friends and readers. I cut out 

, the cigarettes and have took up the 

IfAHllP cigars and that is all they Is to the 

lt-VLlllt.. story of liow I win my battle with 

j the lady Nicotine; only 1 might add 
' that the first two (lays under the 
shop floor and probably tasted the new regime I didn't hardly cough 
same. ] at all, but now 1 am hitting again on 

Well. It ain't my intentions to bore all four cylinders, and I don't wake 
Ihe reader with a hls'ory of 'h.- .1 if- ' up no more in the night because In 
ferent articles I smoked but Hutflrlmt order to do that It Is first necessary 


BY RING W. LARDNKR. 

I O the editor: 1 don't expect 


no coupons from the cigar I the reader with a hls'ory of 
stores for writetng this here 1 articles 1 smoked but sufficient 

. , „ ___ . . , I to say that by the time I was 21 1 

but a man has got to waa ta k olng * or j puis before break- 


* letter but a man has got to w „ ta keing 2 or S pills before break? 
write about something and If auch fast wile durelng the rest of tic day 


famous men as Irving Cobb and I didn't play no favorites but lndu'g- 

,, , .. - . I ed in home made* anti n-ztdy imui- K 

Samuel Blythe sees fit to bare their and p | Pl .„ an( j c | Kani m whatever or- 


to go tu hlct'p. 

KING W. LAKDN'EH. 
Great Nce-k. Aug. is. 


soul In confidential articles like how j jer they come handy and nobody i ad 
1 got skinny and how I quit cock- to rack their brains to try and '.h:nk 


... _. hv j i, i. ok up w,iat lo Five me for xmas. 'T'Hl. id- a of establishing a Serv- 
ians and etc. «h) I guess It is O.K. . w< .,, 6 or 6 yra , a „. r j w ,. nt to „ I k .__ , n wh| . ,, , . . , 

for a man like I to tell the story of | Dr. and asked him what was it nnd I , . , 

how I conquered my lady Nicotine lie says it was whooping Cough which * '" r merchandising, ad- 

« .....dalle as it s. ems to me like this U wa " 0,1 acct of ,n > palate being »«tt:slng and distributing has 

a specially as it s. ems to me like tm» , onK „„„ k , pt t | ck ,.. lllK so he finally h ■„ c •• I..-. 1 ■ . a practical 

subject must be of greater gen. int. Bnl p pi; d of f ^ ut jt Ulld , or all ** j proper; on ly a pre-war 

than the other i as I believe they's know he ha* still got hts .it) per cent aviator aho li : realized the way to 
more people wants to quit smokelng [ and * vW furnish his name and ad- connect the airplane with n.erchuudis- 


speclally as it s. ems ,0 me like this ^To^pn^Uokli^r. M 


5J The Flying Salesman. 

is to try and '.h:nk- 

ne for xma*. r T'UE Id. a of establishing a serv- 

I. later I went to a I | t . e j n which the airplane Is used 

n what was it and I , , 

coping cough Which * u,r merchandising, ad- 


WHEN BRIAN RETURNED WITH A DOCTOR FROM THE VILLAGE. HE BEHELD A BTRANGE SIGHT. 


Ins the odor of hot rags. Looking "Says she won't sell for a qulntrll- mother was a Casey and I won't go of every cltlsen in the city and county But a* they swung Into the smooth 
across the square he saw a vast Hon dollars. Why? Because, for- home till I've had a talk with you." of Sap Bruno *'«•• filed away in state road she expanded Into smiles, 

smudge of smoke rising from the sooth, she wants land to raise hens "Com* In," cried Mrs. Casey, open- funereal pigeonholes. To seek for the her face assuming the hypnotised ex- 
street and pouring through the gut °o. Ye god*, it's sacrilege! To main-- lng wide th* door. The room he en,- name Han»en over tjie accumulated presslon peculiar to the chronlcmo- 

^twUS the InsolSbla and the Ro“e- « a l» a hencoop on a lot where there tered was a broad, neat redwood records of fifteen years weufd hsve torl8t . Th( . ocean breeze stirred old 

waseer buildings A woman's voice might be a national bank building!” kitchen. An advertisement represent- j® d a .JT * 0 ! 1 °J d *HK® n C®- He ilezlre* In her heart. She pointed out 

hurled Invective ln 11.^1^ 010^- “So you're trying to smoke her Ing a pretty child playing with a delved steadily In dust between the a broken wharf where her husband 

door suffrage oratory * Inquired Brian, lighting one of cake of eoap waa pinned to a beam h ° ura ° f *>« v ® n a "d . ,hree; L. ,b £ n b s had taken her to fish In their courting 

•They'L.mokln°Mary out again - Ketchum'a rather offensive cigars. beside the window. An Insurane* al bruptly gave “P ' h ® *® arcband days. A flock of pelicans swung 

sald Po “eJ^n Jonea of the p^k "In the last three weeks we've done lithograph showing an Impossibly Ideal- Ll rn * < ?, ^ ° acro “ ‘he mists In Imitation of a 

ISuad ° ,,coman Jon8a P everything short of burning the house lied infant picking daisies occupied a |>® •"“*** fh'SVmf.'v Hokasal print. 

"I don't hear any riot call Ar* y' to convince her that this is not a place of honor over the stove. -rhL ™ ,?,! w v d , 1 d r ' "* *® u remimber th time me hus- 

blind o? that elder liked Brlam 7 homelike neighborhood. We've hired' «" r-,..a n~.f- The courthouse clpck po.nted three- hon ., wan „ . thlm bur-r-rdi 


"I don't hear any riot call Ar* »' to convince her that this is not a place of honor over the stove. Hi® charge of Bill Hodge, the deputy. ..j wt -u remimber th' time me hus- 

blind on that sldeV- aaked Brian homelike neighborhood. We've hired "Have a cooky I" Mrs. Caaey prof- K,, h ,nf band 8h0t wan 0 ,hlm .*>ur-r-rda 

"It's Sff me beat" roDlled Jones re-- >h« Janitor of the Insoluble to dump fered a wooden bowl filled with crisp, ', bl . r , ty “I a " " w 

treatlna with that Sir of virtue dust and tin cans from the roof Into golden disks, replicas of a batch now d “ M Volt S.,i to th^ "Something's wrong with the en- 

.r^llcV^n^ n/wToV 11 ; bjr we-ve had the dayman toasting .n the ov.m «'«•" ZliXJ L«wn. T ^ ££ 


"Somsthlng's wrong with the en- 
gine," said Brian grimly. The car 
was noticeably slowing down. A few 
hundred yards ahead appeared the 
desolate boxlike shanties of Ocean 
Terrace. They were approaching an 


square Ui fhe direction of the 'smudge! water supply. One of our agent, tad . »an tc . at, ^m. «ookt.R‘' Bald ‘ Tr^n laV o^n- ^ 'o'utSf.^of b.M^a ro^pV,'^ 

The ran between the two vaet build- thought of the bonfire scheme, mourned Mrs. Caaey, sitting ponder- -ciRntiougiv snomclnK a sleeve V? e oulc *^ 1 or , K 8 ar f; t a ^T *** 0 *^ 1 

Tn,. f ?om.d"n..mT fi“ which Ketchum chuckled In the manner of .u.ly Jn a .kitchen chair and cover- .‘^."“wifh the broom ^‘sronned^drod ,eUlement - Th * 

drew the smoke straight across Mr* a stout and well-fed Casalus. Tt ing her red hands with her apron. an( j . urn nle loose” car stopped dead. 

Casey's house. A ” l*oua cHcle” of " a " n . -t ,°“ r ' a “'*• , waa **• that , tb ® "Lonesome I am— the persecuted »v * Betsy Spencer was at the Pom- M '."r a '* the a * ked 

spectators had formed about the small board of health selected the spot ln spal peens, wld nlver Qhlck nor chfid pC ian s cash window, searching her tansled In the hub" 

front of her house as a trash creraa- nri.. nt ir» ,-re.m Differentials tangled in tne nuo. 


"Gee!” almost whispered Brian Boru. erlng skyscrapers on either side. and deposited s fifty-cent piece. 
"And you call yourself a booster! A "Her* I set ln me withered home "Make It two," said Brian to the 


but exciting drama, framing a pic- fr °nt of her house as a trash crema — " ...... purse for the price of an Ice cream. . a VHlfferentlale tangled n tne nuo. 

ture which Brian saw from an elbow to r.J? m r, , . . , . „ . _ . Bb ® hand * * ba ,ow - A blue sleeve crossed her shoulder aald Brlan ' a BUely. gating Into the 

nuare in the front row *Qee!” almost whispered Brian Boru. erlng skyscrapers on either side. - nf « deposited a flfty-cent P»ec«. hood. 

P A seedy workman W going about it " And Y° u cal* yourself a booster! A “Here I set in me withered home "Make it two/' said Brian to the _ Two towheads Peeped curiously out 
with all the dlg^tv 'o? a high priest fella llk ® >">“'• enough to drive the between thlm dlvll's crage like a aiok cashier Horn a flap in the tent beside the 

performing a sacred rite, stood ?hov- ‘°“rlst. back to Los Angeles.” clam In the Giant's Causeway. Wlrra -Well! You take a lot for grant- I°‘‘ d ' b Ain d b the cInvM U d b h d 

sling street litter on the pyre. An- „ P" out ot m f offlc e ! bellowed th day! ed !" Betsy perked up her nose and fr ?I? beb h da Hin t ^ ; cried Mrs. 

other workman smokincr a nine stood Ketchum. flhe began to weep loudly Into her tried to look severe _ little dariints. criea sirs, 

amusingly receiving fhe P vol'leylng " In a “Id WU 1 ® checkered calico apron. Brian rose "i got to take you wm* way.” re- Casey , r J p 1 , “ r 5 >UB ‘ y ‘ Jf 

abuse that flamed from the lips of a Booster, shifting the cigar to the and laid a sympathetic hand on her plied Brian humbly. "Besides, you er * a JJ U #L k ^STv A «t n i»!Ifi ry t.n an 

huge Irish woman who carried a other » ld ® of his mouth, but making shapeless shoulder. >et two Ice creams for two bits A barefooted boy of about ten ap- 

bufket In eUheT hand setflng onS no other move. "Honest. If* too bad." h* said, m this Joint— total saving, a nickel, preached the car end turned a pair 

^ it- • "i sunnose vou got lota of time. "But you're Playin' an awful long That lust shows the economy of mar- ot scared blue eyes upon the big 


bWlth all the dlirnltv of a hlah nrlest fe,,a ,lk6 y°«*® enough to drive the between thlm dlvll's crags like a aiok cashier. fron } a . , 

performing a sac-red rite, stood shov- | toj»r.ls*a back to Los Angeles.” clam In the Olanfs Causeway. Wlrra •'Well! You take a lot for grant- I®“m behind b t he 

sling street litter on the pyre. An- L, <*•* out ot m l' °«> c e! bellowed ‘ b day. ed!" Betsy perked up her nose and fr ?~ h bel ? l i t n , , ?„ th H 


bucket ln either hand, setting one 
.down occasionally to add a telling 

Unngata° ’° m * l0, ' y ° f bn ‘ ».d- “'^T^.ght a. w.U sit down. 1 1 " £'S 2 & 

"Look zt him wud ye th' dlrthv “* ain't out of a Job." to you tomorrow If you move. Why you're going to begin an argument. *° . tb ® ?• J ‘LUSSf.t 

T w w too lazy to raise th' hand “What darn fool are you workln’ don't you beat it for pastures newr Betsy, followed by her admirer, a " d kn ? ck J d hi* head against the flap 

av himtohonestworruDio he muat for now?' 'Mer' Mra. Caaey bounced to her feet, cro.sed over to one of the wire-legged of the hood ... 

be afther bulldln' folres^on th' dur* “Mrs. Casey." replied Brian ealmly. a mountain of Indignant fire. "Nlver tables. Sick. *>ld Mrs. Caaey, getting 

step av a lone woman Take that “ sh ® don’t know I'm working for her. will I move— not till their feet rot away "How's your grandpa?" he asked, down ponderously, 
grin off nr nui woman. Take that b t , .. * wld waitin'. D'ye think I'd sell out an' "He spends all his time now hang- "She's got a little baby, an she 

grin on yer mug. ,.J hope you .„ begin by teaching give him. th' dlrthy Scandinavian ing around Healthy View. The old- was took with a spell when she got 

♦ * * * her some public spirit For the selfish 8 wade, th' half o’ me profit?" age cranks there are thinking of run- up to do the washin . an pas dead. 

M RS. CASEY suddenly reached for whim of a female mule, she's block- "Who'* the Scandinavian Swede?" nlng him for mayor." _ , . , '} '■ r “ n . and hu *;'® a a ?®' *?' 

. . ‘ ing the progress of the whole town, asked Brian, leaping to th* crucial quea- Brian finished the last morsel of claimed Brian, cranking up the sup- 

the offending grin, and came j t . a a hold-up.” H 0 "- his Ice and scraped the dish enthusl- posedly helpless car and starting 

sufficiently near the mark to knock "She ain’t got a corner on the hold- "Ye're a gintleman, though In a bad astically. However, he waa looking away In a miraculous Jiffy. The boy 

the workman's pipe several feet up business * Brian suddenly stood business." umnd Mrs. Cssey. "Be At Betsy most of the time. took Mrs Casey's big red hand and 

. .. . an d leaned over Ketchum "Now look Uiat token, I II tell ye what no man "Just sweet enough to take th* led her Into the tent, 

across the cleared space. (Laughter here oMklddo Ihappen to know k "ow*. Siventeen yesis ago I was mar- chill off.” he said. A thin woman lay moaning on a 

and applause.) , ha . V ou're trvln' to hold ud the Dark ri *d be th' priest to wan Martin Casey. "I like 'em that way, don t youT confused pile of bedclothes ln a cor- 

"Who slnt ye here on this dlvll's commission for fifty thousand dollars a » d con l ®‘ 0 llv ® ,n *bl* # house. Martin "Sure,” he "plied. "Especially per. A very small girl was attempt- 

•rrand?" ahe demanded. on els lota that ain't worth three. Be- w»f » * ood raan .*“ , S t wbl ", ^hruak. when they got black eyes and stand mg to lift a red-faced bundle of 

“Orders from the board of health cause the citv wants that atrlo for which waa moot o’ th' time. Five years about your height.” squalls, while the boy stooped to tuck 

:? u . 0 _ Clt ? wania _ ina (scrip ror wlthnnt child, whin wan dnv -Bmartv'- Rhe heran buttoning . blanket arnnnd his mother. 


av him to honest worrun. so he must 
be afther bulldln' folres on th’ dure- I 
step sv a lone woman. Take that 
Rrln off yer mug!" 

* * * * 


against you. nut it means a fortune -we might aa wen sit down, n ■ T' - '.T 

to you tomorrow If you move. Why you're going to begin an argument." to the tent. Brian Jumped suddenly 

workln' don't you beat It for pastures new?" Betsy, followed by her admirer, «nd knocked his head against the flap 

"Me?" Mra. Caaey bounced to her fast, croeeed over to one of the wire-legged of the hood. „ 

i ealmly. a mountain of Indignant fire. “Nlver tables. Sick. said Mrs. Casey, getting 


>man faintly, 
er her. 
way. dearie," 
her. as she 
1 on the pll- 
faded yellow 


. ... . ,, . I (Irens to bona fide eollectors. me. 

than want* to get thin or dry. But : Well as a person grows' older they The time has passed when The plane 
In wrltelng this srtiele I will half to learn that the secret of happiness in is a uo-.e.iv as a Jr-ak In advertlslnc. 
raise the veil of secreey In regards to this life is making the best ol what The turn- lias co ne, however, to make 
some of my most Intimate details you have got and it wasn't long till I the airplane an al 1 in the practical 
which I ask the readers Indulgent* In found out that 1 could cough just as cotrrnei.-lul uotld by utilizing it as the 
advance for same. good with only 14 a palate and I eti- quicker way to reach selling center* 

Well friends I did not begin smoke- Joyed myself that way for 8 or 7 yrs. and stimulate Interest In taking the 
Ing till I was 9 yra. old and kind of more and then seen a throat special- place of the old-time traveling gales- 
wrnt at It slow even then as I had 1 st and he says It was the tonsils so man. 

been warned that smokelng would 1 give them to him but kept the | The popular Idea of advertising via 
- ; the airplane ha* always been the paint- 

P «r— “ , .• '“1 ins of trade Dtarkk alal trade names on 

f :he plane its- It. ISjl this aerial sales 

W i service will d. m oistrate all articles 

f ,£) */>.(,, 1 which can be associated with the air- 

w l w , piano, flying boat, motors and acce*- 

* t*i/ | sories. Tills Is done by the airplane 

V 1 1 ; salesman flying over a route, laid out 

* j by a sales director, and stopping st the 

1 1 ; distributing centers to create interest 

! in his demons radon of ihr articles to 
I be merchandised by the local merchant 
and Jobber. 

j I The traveling salesman used to drop 
; Into a town and open up his trunks at 

r ) j the largest hotel, but the flying sales- 

, J man creates Interest by flying over a 

1 t 1 ! city or town, where he visually demon- 

j I strates the merit of his wares to the 
» I | public, distributor and merchant. The 

| I advantage of touching about three 

j I cities a day with this quick method of 

J transportation Is a strong argument in 

j 1 | favor of the airplane as a means of 

I | reaching the largest number of mer- 
chants with the greatest amount of 
WhT^rf y i fr ee advertising and publicity which 

f ill jlHiy/ . the flying salesman is bound to obtain. 

I Oil/ III ; Lieut. W. W. Hosp. an ex-servlco 

^ J z | aviator, says: "I wonder no one has 

J 6 ) salesman to drive up In atT'uutomoblla 

rMjhI I I * ' -n* 1 ^ or come on a Pullman to see the man- 

fe-iS Jl _ ”■ • Ww agers of selling and distributing or- 

■ JfW 1/1S* v/g/K ganizations Is no longer a novelty and 

^ Jjpi — - — — Aj ii.N Jjl/yTl \'r (ft\ does not create an exceptional entree. 

\\1 ■ Iff Ml I / JtfJJ But when a salesman lands on th* 

1 1 ~T iillillll e Jfl I \ municipal flying Held and goes to the 

' f' 1 xl _-SjnJ ^KAllJllDl 1 tvtl l I i'r J / g t \ office of these men and says: 'I have 

S/A 'if? J f ffA U Vs 1 1 I I I flown tip to see yog with this article 

///I] ) Ih (JjIT IliiAl LOfiD I* Ll II A- installed on my motor.' he will at once 

J W^jp. JUt l Ij make an impression that Is most de- 

BUf ^ * 'llflwMl' itw I tffu IB —I ’W "Automobiles have long been used 

Mf} —Kt 'Ilflc- T-*! U l[|T>« ll by salesmen for advertising motor ac- 

KrA A / T C ~1 l llr^ Nil cessories and there is no reason why 

CJ? the airplane should not give a newer 

. ■ ' and much stronger argument In prov- 

• . ing the merits of the devices. Ther* 

IF I HAD NOT OF SMOKED AT ALL I WOULD NOW BE HOLDING A *» "» better way to win the attention 
LUCRATIVE POSITION WITH H 1 NGLINGS CIRCUS. *ftr‘SF fdevice' than “by Vernon sitt- 

ing it to him actually working on the 

stunt a person's growth and I might cough. A few dtys after this opera- P*“®- a or , h "° 1 J "i 18 , 1 ° 

say here that If that is true, why if tion which I won't go into the de- chance a thousand feet in the air un- 

I had not of smoked at all I would talla ct it th e bird that had minist- J®!* .everything Is functioning prop- 

now be holding a lucrative position ere(J the ether come to see me and 

with Rlngllng a circus. asked how many cigarettes did I • 


IF I HAD NOT OF SMOKED AT ALL I WOULD NOW BE HOLDING A 
. LUCRATIVE POSITION WITH KINGLING'S CIRCUS. 


ljCHEN Brian returned with a doc- ] 
* ’ tor from the village he beheld a 


counts Jt?" Vhe'shrleked. ‘° , *'* m tha * B %« a T.‘^ t wh a, ,h Wlddy Caev “ >'“" a ' n 7 

And as a sort of emotional climax says. Unreasonable woman! But be- hack”' ‘now^sSd'aT^ W« day allvlTn d OoeIn*terrMe. 0 do n yo 5 r ?b0dy Grange sight— Mrs. Casey heating 

water r and r turned U over the head of fora T°hVr° ke “ rs - Ca8 «>; out of b ®£ along comes a fella name av P Oscar Han- ‘ “i hope “ot. The fella I'm lookin' water on a atove'ln the yard, while 
The nearesJ workman Taking aS- L™ 1 ' you . r ri Pf, r „ k , 5 ®". * white-faced dlvU av a handsome for can't be too dead to suit me." wUh her good right forearm she sup- 

for n, fhe flro * with 0 the Bl ot n her h bucket* C ‘" 2 f r * ,he your natural llfe " 0 ? SaA Pedr"trolley“ ”h' shack where with roch ^cannlbil." C Be*ng°cra*y Ported a sleeping child against her 

■nd .1, ahmJt'to imntS* 1 1 wh.n t h« » Dr ® am on. Nemo!" quoth the Big me hlns now roost I sold him for th' to go with him. she put on an air of broad bosom. 

^on^w^mlS'Tifm^ W f h o™«d y ' “ L‘ b « hundhred doUa.ra-great .xtrame lSdlfferenoou 'This place make. th. fresh sir 


DKK> I 

SaVMfJ* 


"This place makes the fresh sir 


streak or wrst... enot tortn iruiti tne her miserable hut. Brian set forth to him— they're wonderful ladles' min. "I’ involving much round-about 7 "' * * — ” , 

flnd an explanation; and he took the %'StTS^SrS' S!^m^ wb.cj Brian finely ac- ft*™ cherubs know about cook- 

men stood aghast at this unexpected most direct course by applying to mSElSced blonfT mo 5 d!" said Mra. ‘^turo Although she h^d BrIan handed two dollars to tbs 

appearance of the Blue Knight. Mr8 . CaBey herself. I, was not with- Caaey. wiping her eyes. b *«" Si^iMran ln fhe flesh, he? b ». y 2 . 


Coiuc 0k yes* r Bhow*ng°'gun1metaf’ blue «•» misgiving, that he swung the ^ ^ n ‘ m,lk " not PUr *'" "« SvtSfiSiff 'L'SliSSSSi bSScfaSK 

as he held the spade like a base ball little picket gate between the two * * * * od to a monomania. 80 Brian called SchmaIl toT a dozen lamb chop*.” 


better nature. Although she had . “ 
known few children ln the flesh, her 


Rush the milk can to the gro- 


fr.qu.nUy, he«lng gi f ra cat«-ing to Sc ^ e a, d‘ 0 ^ r a 4 f t * h en t he a usuafo^ended 

™ r „‘er. fir . "Why won't these women stay un- 


nen stay un- 
"Out of the 
weeks — what 
:nd do a day's 


.. .ays ha. -prepare for C«.y's ggrrullty corked up pI ^^ e m ^ 5 °^i g SSS bSm.** 

■-st.’ 1 am that,' says I, Tm for years, gushed forth la a flood •perhaps," said the doctor dryly. 
1’ to git married.’ ‘Nsw. ya ain't,' of complaints and confidences. At “I don't think she would have enough 


bat a convenient distance from the Bkyicrape rs and approached the . frequently bearlng glfts caiering io The doctor, with the usual offended 

workman's nose, "I guess this bur- _ . . . , an 0-car waa 0,1 • ker saving weak ness, unoe 11 was . . needy country doctors on char- 

Ji S r qUe c!; h u 0 cS' 8 «‘h 0 e ne d a o! 0 sr *00^ ££ ‘^'WoTt'^heie^m^.^un- 
V « U 8 h.e M sa-yM ! ; man, sobbed ~ amhas^or. from 

the fat woman, as the water struck rival real-estate dealers and put comeB jjlnry Eagan wld a face longer to Interlard his conversation. does Xe want to getup and do a day's 

tbs smudge with a great hiss. mourning-bands ground the eyes of . father’s chimney Hra. Caaev' * * * * washing for?" 

of l thr?n 1 i " Wltn front door of the cottage; but a pun- rreparln' to git married.' ‘New, ya ain't,' of complaints and confldenoea. At “I don't think ahe would have enough 

’* T* « looked .round for «"Jh. ,m «rst- ffiSFtL/X FeraUf.' I says, last, when she lamented her sleep- {L V^SfMnt Sr°tom toKuii 

wWewTn a H fl e am™f Profanity 0 Somi!* wSSStJS S^'-.Und.^wWhTS^fe' b^S >•“ bl « hta and d « p "“ lbb ' 55 sk! m »? hSJhgnd drown 5 d“« 

w 1 ii 1 e ,t ri?o 'crowd ^wfnled * P * garden ln the aideyard, he startled buttons av^ls cmic* -Mre. Sleey,' days Brian baw his chance, and said: the wharf Fourth of July. At any 

'•Y?u>® a .of tbunch^' rubber, ain't ba L f „ a do * e B n hen • ottt of thelr ,ore - he.'lfi t's Ui' truth ye must' know. "What you need's fresh sir." iVraedf o*r Tm&jSF' 

vx-zjsssv&itP’ ” ■« *“ f - ■»«•»'( ww* 3s^«ja.asa , ti.' - v -«■* *»< «»• * *« >•■«- •^wsr&'zsz- 

"TherVs a rale gintleman alive— a h “"h contralto from tho screen Trolley's End Restaurant; an' they wms ahe moaped. an "®re d ; „ 

taints be praised for th' miracle!" door. married be th' Justice.' I hurled the Ha "California sir'll euro anything Wf“ " ® n - “J d *vlan. 

The big woman advanced on Brian .-''hia traeka . 88 ' haltl11 * a * a<J Lothmimh*' Sit^t^ra * 1 iwlootfa^Ol from corns to cancers" he replied with th# cu" raisrtted'^the doctor! 

hair, *he 8 os- “Ar ".‘^a real.e.tat.rr' “ W “ *° 0d * ,rU,,, optlmtam. "Coma Uk. a Jog In my E-koSiS MraCasey Into thl'tent. 

Ketchum. the Biff Boost en ^ezvamdASDcm, harlad-JaveUa^!^ longlSu ahtgy tS^ tabJo-cloth and be comfort- hunted up aa old .staorol and began 


ne dtan t cnarge notning tor novice Don't bite. The Indian turnip ha: 
to fellow employs so I asked him if been famous for three hundred year: 
they was anything that would help odd as the hardest biter and mosi 
a person to quit smokelng and he says vicious stinger in the vegetable king 
to go to a drug store and buy some a om. It bears Ihe same relation t< 
gentian root and whenever I felt like the world of plants as the hornet 
smokelng, to Just chew a little of yellow Jacket, wasp and bumblebee di 
that Instead. Well friends maybe to the world of insects, 
some of you have tasted gentian rotA Every country boy and every coun- 
but If you haven't I would advice try girl knows the capacity of lh( 
you to try IL It won't cure you from Indian turnip to make trouble II 
the tobacco habit but It will fix you wrongfully used, and an uncountabl: 
so your Mrs. can serve quinine for number of city boys and city girls on 
dessert and you will wonder If ahe visiting the country have been intro 
has bought a bee. duced to the horrors of the Indian 

• * • g turnip by mischievous country boys 

,, ... and girls. For those persons who 

X XT ELL things went along till about have never met the Indian turnip. 
'* a year ago when a friend of which grow* plentifully In the woods 
mine that had also whooped It up tK'SjSS 

for several years, said be had found , h - n g that comes out of the ground, 
a kind of tobacco that you could Grated horseradish Is an emollient, a 

amoks as mao v cigarettes as vou “K-e, a balm, by compaison with the In- 
smoke as many cigarettes as you dlan tunlip „ one with a sensitive 

wanted and not cough your head off mouth and a sore throat should lake a 
so I give it * trial and It was Just good gulp of tobacco the sensation would 
like he said. Only they was a slight be pleasing and comfortable compared 
drawback; namely, that the ashes on with the effect produced by biting off 
these kind of cigarettea don't balf and chewing a small piece of Indian 
to be knocked off but they fall off turnip. 


There are a great number of mem : 
here of the sumac family and you 


r '.I ' ■.}’ \ themselves and they never light no- 

j fl ' where* but on your pants leg. and 

I '■ rm ’ P when th * y "* bt ,bey atay 111 and by Poison Sumac. 

the time you have smoked these rOWUU OUUlttU. 

^ dgartetes a week your clothes Is as There are a great number of mem-> 
I STARTED BIGHT IN AT THE full of holes as an ocarena. bers of the sumac family and you 

TOF WITH MY FATHER'S CIGARS. .Well friends, I would rather cough know them because they are among 
T OFjwnrrH a 1 rsTBsax ciusna ^ wt.y through life than go around the conspicuous things ln the land- 
; ' 1 looking ao porouB so I went back scape, and especially plentiful along 

mlaa a counle a day but he found It *° tb ® ready-mades and stuck with the roadsides. You have oftea been 
out someway Another and him and I them till thia last June when I got attracted to them by their wlne-col- 
hail a meetina and I aive In on a the biff (dear which waa to not try ored or crimaon panicles or pyramlda 
Souple minor *pointa amongst which and quit smokelng entirely but lo cdnu*oaed of ^ 8 n ? a l* It! 

was that I would quit smokelng if cut out the cigarettes «1 smoke sraxtet foliage In aut»mn. One of th. 


Sellers. " The screen door suddenly p 

S: -W. Ketcbuzu, thp Biff Boosterz'opeiVAna a^bjch. htulsd-JaveUn 









